A Short AAMRN

Ash, Misty, and Brock returned from their short visit to Professor Oak’s lab.  Ash twiddled his thumbs, knowing exactly what he was going to do when they got to his house again.  Pikachu and Brock knew too, but Misty didn’t, and there was a certain reason for that.

“Misty?” said Ash.

“Hmm?” Misty replied.

“There’s something I want to show you,” he said, abruptly walking in front of Misty to block her view.

“What?”

“Euhh… this!” he moved out of the way and Misty saw a brand new bike, leaning against the garage door.

Misty tilted her head.  “What’s this for?” she asked.

“Huh?” they all wondered.

“Well, Misty, it’s your new bike!  Didn’t you want a new bike since I completely destroyed your old one?” replied Ash.

“Huh?” then it snapped in Misty’s mind.

‘I’m going to follow you until you pay me back for my bike, Ash Ketchum!’ she remembered.

They expected her to start smiling joyfully, but instead her eyes started to well up and she formed a slack-jawed frown.  She closed her mouth, blinked twice, and looked as if she were about to cry.

“Misty what’s the matter?  Aren’t you going to take the bike?” asked Ash.

“Tok-tokie?” wondered Togepi who was next to her and tugged on her sock.

“I… I…” she mumbled out.

“You what, Misty?” asked Ash.

Misty shot her head to Ash and a split second later she burst out in tears and dug her face into his shirt.

“Ash I can’t!” she cried out.

“What- why not?”

Misty didn’t loosen her grip on him.  “Ash, I never followed you for that dumb bike!”

She cried out some more tears before continuing.

“I just made up that stupid excuse to be with you!” she cried out.

Ash’s eyes watered up a little in sympathy and his mouth moved a little, indicating he was going to speak- and so he did.

“Misty…” he said just above a whisper and gently held her arms, “I never said you had to leave.”

Misty’s eyes shot open, regardless that her only view would be his black shirt.

“I don’t…?” she said in a muffled tone.

Misty looked up at Ash and he looked back at her tear-stained face.

“Misty…” he said, bent down, and softly kissed her.

Misty, in reaction, gave a small gasp of surprise but settled down and kissed him back.

“I want to be with you, too,” he finished, not taking his eyes of hers.

Brock and Pikachu, who had been watching the whole time, quickly hid Misty’s going-away-presents.

- End
